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the deer, and these heing never or seldom
meddled with, had increased to multitudes;
and when one observed the huge and lofty walls
with which the whole was shut in, he felt indeed
in Rasselas's happy valley.
Here, then, have I passed days and days,
without seeing one soul, reading, sketching,
fishing, and bathing. Only once was I sensible
of an intruder.
One bright moonlight night, I was passing
along by the banks of the stream, when I
observed on the other side something which
I was confident, from familiar acquaintance
with the spot, was not wont to be there. As it
was lying on the pebbly beach, partly in the
chequered shade of a beech-tree, and partly in
the water, I was totally at a loss to imagine
what it might be, but had a strong foreboding
that it was a human body. A little lower down
there was a shallow, through which I passed;
and on reaching the spot, I must acknowledge
that I was equally horrified to find that the
object of my anxiety was a freshly-killed deer.
The poor thing had evidently come here to
drink, when it had been seized upon by some
dog; and I c&nnot express my mixture of rage
and remorse as I watche,d the damp, warm
vapour slowly rising from the lacerated and
bloody flank, and contemplated the beautiful